Chapter VIII

CITADEl  OF  HUMANITARIANISM

I HAD planned to spend the night in Rozhemberok, but the heat, the
crowds, the packed hotels, the uncertainty of accommodation
prompted me to go elsewhere. I had a list of villages which
Professor Korvash of Bratislava had given me, with notes on the
specific attractions of each of them* But which village should it be?
I was still in a state of indecision when I reached the railroad
station, and on sight of the open coaches on the narrow-gauge rail-
way I remembered the advice of the man with the blazing
moustaches and without another thought I resolved to go for a few
days to the mountain resort that bore the harsh name of Korynitsa.
The station agent told me that the train would leave in half an
hour. But an hour later more passengers were still squeezing into
our already packed compartment Two hours later the train was
still there. One of my legs went to sleep* I wanted to stand up and
stretch but it was impossible to budge an inch, A giant of a man
in a black felt hat and a black suit peered into our compartment
" No room,n cried a girl

But with a violent push that knocked our heads together he
wedged himself inside,

" See, plenty of room!" he said, mopping his brow, laughing in
triumph-
No one was annoyed. Every one laughed with him.
At last the train gave two sharp whistles, A cry of joy went up.
We were actually starting for the mountains 1

Korynitsa was an obscure little corner of Tatra, one of Slovakia's
mountain ranges. Spread like a clover leaf in an undulating moun-
tain valley, it was hemmed around with high, steep, and timber-
covered mountains, It was a health resort which boasted of mineral
waters that were supposed to vie in chemical composition with
those of Carlsbad. Promoters of the place spoke of it as the Slovakian
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